A grave, but to a better state a cradle;
Till now thou wast but able
To be what now thou art; then that by thee
No more be said I may be, but I am,

To-night put on perfection and a woman's name.

Even like a faithful man, content
That this life for a better should be spent,
So she a mother's rich style doth prefer,
And at the bridegroom's wish'd approach doth lie,
Like an appointed lamb, when tenderly
The priest comes on his knees t'imbowel her.
Now sleep or watch with more joy; and, oh! light
Of heav'n! to-morrow rise thou hot and early,
This sun will love so dearly

Her rest, that'long, long, we shall want her sight.
Wonders are wrought; for she which had no maim,
To-nignt puts on perfection and a woman's name
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Allaphanes    Unreasonable man, statue of ice!

What could te country's solitude entice
Thee in this year's cold and decrepit time ?